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TO HER GRACE 
ELIZABETH 
DUCHESS AND . ; 


* 
29 


COUNTESS or NORTHUMBERLAND, 


v3 


IN HER OWN RIGHT | * 


BARONESS PERCY, 
bee.” Nc. de. 


OWN in a northern vale wild flowrets grew, 
Di lent new ſweetneſs to the ſummer gale ; 
The Muſe there found them all remote from view, 
Obſcur'd with weeds, and ſcatter'd o'er the dale. 


+ # 


O Lady, may ſo light a gift prevail, 
And at your gracious hands acceptance find? 
Say, may an ancient legendary tale 
Amuſe, delight, or move the. poliſh'd mind? 


Surely i cares nan woes | of . kind, 


bo fimply told, will gain each gentle car: 
But all for you the Muſe her lay defign'd, 


And bade your noble Anceſtors appear: 


She ſeeks no her praiſe, if you — 
Her great protectreſs, patroneſs, and friend. 


M. DCC, LXX.. 


ADVERTISEMENC T. 


ARKWORTH CASTLE in Northumberland ſtands 

very boldly on a neck of land near the ſea-ſhore, almoſt 
ſurrounded by the river Coquer, (called by our old Latin Hiſto- 
rians, Coquepa) which runs with a clear rapid ſtream, but 
when ſwoln with rains becomes violent and dangerous. 


About a mile from the Caſtle, in a deep romantic valley, are 
the remains of a HeRmITAGE ; of which the Chapel is ſtill intire. 
This is hollowed with great elegance in a cliff near the river; as 
are alſo two adjoining apartments, which probably ſerved for the 
Sacriſty and Veſtry, or were appropriated to ſome other ſacred 
uſes : for the former of theſe, which runs parallel with the Chapel, 
appears to have had an Altar in it, at which Maſs Was Pf e 
celebrated, as well as in the Chapel itſelf. 


Each of theſe: apartments is extremely, ſrnall ; "fog that 9 
was the principal Chapel does not in length exceed eighteen feet; 
nor is more than ſeven feet and a half in breadth and height: it is 
however very beautifully deſigned and executed in the ſolid rock; 
and has all the decorations of a e Gothic mY or Ca- 
thedral in miniature. a ya te 


But what principally diſtinguiſhes the he is a ſmall Tomb 
or Monument, on the ſouth fide of the altar : on the top of which, 
lies a Female Figure extended in the manner that effigies are 
uſually exhibited praying on ancient tombs. This figure, which is 
very delicately deſigned, ſome have ignorantly called an image of. 
the Virgin Mary; though it has not the leaſt reſemblance to the 
manner in which ſhe is repreſented in the Romiſh Churches; who 
is uſually erect, as the object of adoration, and never in a proſtrate 
or recumbent poſture. Indeed the real image of the Bleſſed Virgin 
probably ſtood in a ſmall nich, ſtill viſible behind the altar: 
whereas the figure of a Bull's Head, which is rudely carved at 
this Lady's feet, the uſual place fer the Creſt in old monuments, 
plainly proves her to have been a very different perſonage. 

About 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


About this tomb are ſeveral other Figures ; which, as well as the 
principal one above-mentioned, are cut in the natural rock, in 
the ſame manner as the little Chapel itſelf, with all its Orna- 
ments, and the two adjoining Apartments. What ſlight traditions 
are ſcattered through the country concerning the origin and foun- 
dation of this Hermitage, Tomb, &c. are delivered to the Reader 
in the following rhimes. 


It is univerſally believed, that the Founder was one of the Ber- 
TRAM family, which had once conſiderable poſſeſſions in Nor- 
thumberland, and were anciently Lords of Bothal Caſtle, fituate 
about ten miles from Warkworth. He has been thought to be 
the ſame BE TRAM, that e Mo wed BRINKBURN, Priory, and built 
BktnxSHA Lebe Chipet N e both f ſtand in hy fame winding 
valley, higher up the Welk l 4 ets: Vi 

10 Supi «21! 0118 120 to boi zit o: bs 

But BrinxBURN Priory. was founded in the reign a; k. * 
ry I.“ whereas the form of the Gothic Windows in this Chapel, 
eſpecially of thoſe near the altar, are found rather to reſemble the 
ſtyle of architecture that prevailed about the reign of K. Edward 
III. And indeed that the ſculpture in this Chapel cannot be much 
older, appears from the Creſt which is placed at the Lady's feet on 
the tomb; for Camden + informs us, that armorial Creſts did not 
become hereditary till about the reign of K. Edward II. 


Theſe appearances ſtill extant, ſtrongly confirm the account 
given in the following poem, and plainly prove that the HRRMIT 
of WARKwoRTH was not the ſame perſon that founded Bzaink- 
BURN Priory in the twelfth century, but rather one of the BER- 
TRAM family, who lived at a later period, 


* Tanner's Notitia Monaſt. + See his Remains, 


* FIT was the. word uſed by the old Minſtrels to ſignify 
a ParT or Divisiox of their Hiſtorical Songs, and was pecu- 
liarly appropriated to this kind of compoſitions. See Reliques of 
Ancient Eng. Poetry, Vol. II. p. 166 and 397. ad Ed. 
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THE 
Hermit of WARKWORTH. 
A 


NORTHUMBERLAND BALLAD. 


FIT Tus FIRST. 


ARK was the night, and wild the ſtorm, 
And loud the torrent's roar ; 

And loud the ſea was heard to daſh 
' Againſt the diftant ſhore. 


Muſing on man's weak hapleſs ſtate, 
The lonely Hermit lay ' 
When, lo! he heard a female voice 
Lament in fore diſmay. 
B | With 


” ak 


2 THE,” HERMIT | 


With hoſpitable haſte he role, 
And wak'd: his fleeping | 1 WAS 


And ſnatching up a lighted Cane 


Forth hied the reverend fire. 


All fad beneath a neighbouring tree 
A beauteous maid he found, 


Who beat her breaſt, and with her tears "| 
Bedew'd the moſſy ground. 


O] weep not, lady, weep not ſo; 
Nor let vain fears alarm; 


My little cell ſhall ſhelter thee, 


And keep thee ſafe from harm. 


It is not for myſelf 1 weep, . | 
Nor for myfelf I Try.” od, 
But for my dear and only friend, 5 Nuk 3 
Who lately left me heree x 


And while ſome' ſheltering Wir he ſought” 
Within this lonely wodd, 
Ah! fore I fear his wude beet 


Have ſlipt in yonder flood. 
( O 


* 
i. 


OF WARKWORTH. 3 


O! truſt in heaven, the Hermit ſaid, 
And to my cell repair; | 

Doubt not but I ſhall find thy friend, 
And eaſe thee of thy care. 


Then climbing up his rocky ftairs, 
He ſcales the cliff fo high; 

And calls aloud, and waves his light 
To guide the ſtranger's eye, 


Among the thickets long he winds 
With careful ſteps and flow : 
At length a voice return'd his call, 
Quick anſwering from below: 


] tell me, father, tell me true, 
If you have chanc'd to ſee | 
A gentle maid, I lately left 
Beneath ſome neighbouring tree : 


But either I have loſt the place, at; 65h 
Or ſhe hath gone aſtray : p . 
And much I fear this fatal ſtream 
Hath ſnatch'd her hence away. 


| Praife 


4 _ THE HERMIT 


Praiſe heaven, my ſon, the Hermit ſaid; 
The lady's ſafe and well: 

And ſoon he join'd the wandering youth, 
And brought him to his cell. 


Then well was ſeen, theſe gentle friends 
They lov'd each other dear: 

The youth he preſs'd her to his heart; 

The maid let fall a tear, 


Ah! ſeldom had their hoſt, I ween, 
Beheld ſo ſweet a pair: 

The youth was tall, with manly bloom; 
She ſlender, ſoft, and fair. | 


The youth was clad in foreſt green, 
With bugle-horn ſo bright: 

She in a filken robe and ſcarf 
Snatch'd up in haſty flight. 


Sit down, my children, ſays the Sage 3 X 
Sweet reſt your limbs require: ' 
Then heaps freſh fewel on the hearth, 


And mends his little fire. 
FE! Partake, 


OF WARKWORTH, ; 


Partake, he faid, my ſimple ſtore, 
Dried fruits, and milk, and curds; 

And ſpreading all upon the board, 
Invites with kindly words. 


Thanks, father, for thy bounteous fare; 
The youthful couple fay : | 

Then freely ate, and made good chear, 
And talk'd their cares away. 


Now ſay, my children, {for perchance 
My councel may avail) 8. 


What ſtrange adventure brought you here 
Within this lonely dale? 


Firſt tell me, father, ſaid the youth, 
(Nor blame mine eager tongue) 

What town is here? What lands are theſe ? ? 
And to what lord belong ? | 


Alas! my ſon; the Hermit ſaid, 
Why do I live to ſay, 
The rightful lord of theſe domains 
Is baniſh'd far away ? | 
| C Ten 


6 THE HERMIT 


| | Ten winters now have ſhed their ſnows 

On this my lowly hall, 

Since valiant Hors run (ſo the North 
Our youthful lord did call) 


Againſt Fourth HENRY BoLlinGBROKEB 


5 Led up his northern powers, 

| And ſtoutly fighting loſt his life | 

* Near proud Salopia's towers. 

| One ſon he leſt, a lovely boy, 2 * 
| His country's hope and heir; 4 
; | And, oh!.to fave him from his foes _ 

| It was his grandſire's care. 3 ri | 

j In Scotland ſafe he plac'd the child | 


Beyond the reach of, ſtriſe, M 1; a 
Nor long before the braye old Earl! 
At Bramham loſt his life. 


; | And now the Percy name, ſo long 
| Our northern pride and boaſt, 2 
1 Lies hid, alas | beneath a cloud; 4 
} Their honors reft and loſt. . 
1 No 
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OF WARKWORTH. 7 


No chieftain of that noble houſe 
Now leads our youth to arms; 
The bordering Scots diſpoil our fields, 

And ravage all our farms. 


Their halls and caſtles, once ſo fair, 
Now moulder in decay; 

Proud ſtrangers now uſurp their lands, 
And bear their wealth away: 


Nor far from hence, where yon full ſtream 
Runs winding down the lea, 8 
Fair WarxwoRTH lifts her lofty towers, 


And overlooks the ſea. 


Thoſe towers, alas] now ſtand forlorn, 
With noiſome weeds o'erſpread, 

Where feaſted lords, and courtly dames, 
And where the poor were fed. | 


Meantime far off, mid Scottiſh hills, 
The Pzxcy lives unknown: 
On ſtrangers' bounty he depends, 


And may not claim his own, 
O might 


8 THE HERMIT 
O might I with theſe aged eyes 
But live to ſee him here, 
Then ſhould my ſoul depart in 'bliſs ! 
He ſaid, and dropt a tear. 


And is the Pzxcy ſtill ſo lovd 
Of all his friends and thee? 


Then bleſs me, father, ſaid the youth, 


For I thy gueſt am Hs. 


Silent he gaz'd, then turn'd aſide 
To wipe the tears he ſhed; 
And lifting up his hands and eyes, 
Pour'd bleſſings on his head. 


Welcome, our dear and much-lov'd lord, 


Thy country's hope and care: 
But who may this young lady be, 
That is ſo wonderous fair? | 


Now, father, liften to my tale, | 
And thou ſhalt know the truth : 
And let thy ſage advice diret 

My unexperienc'd youth. 


In 


OF. WARKWORTH, 8 


In Scotland I've been nobly bred 
Beneath the Regent's * hand, 


In feats of arms, and every lore, 
To ft me for command. 


With fond impatience long I burn'd 
My native land to ſee: 

At length I won my guardian friend, 
To yield that boon to me. 


Then up and down in hunter's garb 
I wandered as in chace, 

Till in the noble Nzviitie's+ houſe 
I gain'd a hunter's - place, 


Sometime with him I liv'd unknown, 
Till I'd the hap ſo rare, 
To pleaſe this young and gentle dame, 
That baron's daughter fair, 
D. A nodal ws; 
* RoBERT STU 8 of Albany. ' See the continuato of resse“ ; 8 


Scoti-Chronicon, cap. 18, cap. 23, &c. . 


+Ratex Nev ILLE, firſt Earl of Weſtmoreland, who chiefly 2 at his 
two Caſtles of BRANCEPETH, and Razr, both in the biſhoprick of Durham. 


10 THE HERMIT 


Now, Pracy, ſaid the bluſhing maid, 
The truth I muſt reveal; | 

Souls great and generous,” like to thine, | 
Their noble deeds conceal], 


It happened on a ſummer's day, 
Led by the fragrant breeze, 


I wandered forth to take the air 


Among the green-wood trees. 


Sudden a band of rugged Scots, 
That near in ambuſh lay, 
Moſs-troopets from the border- ſide, 

There ſeizd me for their prey. 


My ſhrieks had all been ſpent in vain, 
But heaven, that ſaw my grief, 
Brought this brave youth within ay! _ 
Who flew to my relief. 


With nothing but his hunting ſpear, 
And dagger in his hand, 

He ſprung like light'ning on my foes, 
And caus'd them ſoun to ſtand. 


But oh! we fear d, (alas, the while“) 


OF WARK WORT RH. 11 


He fought, till more aſſiſtancÞ came; 
The Scots were overthrown ; 9 W 
Thus freed me, captive, from chair binds 


To make me more his own. 5 


O happy day ! the, youth replied : 1 0 
Bleſt were the wounds 1, bare l. 2 * 
From that fond hour ſhe deign d to ſmile, 
And liſten to my Prayer. 


And when ſhe knew my name and birth, 
She vowed to be my bride ; © ; 


Her princely ' mother” $ pride: : 


Siſter of haughty ies NGBROKE, * 
Our houſe's ancient foe, 


To me I thought à baniſh'd wight 


Could ne'er ſuch favour ſhow. 


Deſpairing then to gain conſent ; 
At length to fly with me 

1 won this lovely timorous maid ; 
To Scotland bound are we. 

| This 


® Joan, counteſs of Weſtmoreland, mother of the young lady, was daughter 
f Joun of Gau r, and half-ſiſter of king Hexzxr IV, 


. 
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This evening, as he night drew on, 
Fearing we. were purſu dd. 
We turn'd adown the right-hand path, 

And gain'd this .lonely wood : 


Then lighting from our weary fteeds e 
To ſhun the pelting ſhower, wh „ 
We met thy kind conducting hand, l ny 


And reach'd this friendly bower. 


Now reſt ye both, the Hermit faid ; 

Awhile your cares forego : Fi 
Nor, lady, ſcorn my humble bed; 
We'll paſs the night below.“ 


* Adjoining to the cliff, which contains the Chapel of the Hermitage, are che 
remains of a ſmall building, in which the Hermit dwelt. This conſiſted! of one 
lower Apartment, with a little Bed-chamber over it, and is now. in ruins: whereas 
be Chapel, cut in the ſolid rock, is ilk very intire and perfect. W 
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OVELY ſmil'd the bluſhing morn, 

And every ſtorm was fled : VM | 
But lovelier far, with ſweeter ſmile, 
Fair ELzanos left her bed. 


She * her HEN RY ab | 
And cheer'd him with her fight; _ 

The youth conſulting. with his friend 
Had watch'd the livelon ng ni night, 


man 175; 
What ſweet ſurprize o'crpower'd her breaſt | 
Her cheek what, bluſhes dyed! | * 
When fondly he beſought her there 
To yield to be his bride. * 


E Within 


* 


6 
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14 THE HERMIT 
Within this lonely ae 

There is a chapel ogg: 13 

F. 


Then grant, dear maid, my bond ted: L 
And make my bliſs N 


e thou deign'ſt to ſue, * 
Can I thy ſuit withſtand ? 

When thou, lov'd youth, haſt won my . 
Can I refuſe my hand 7 


om SnMatd $13. Dit 1 4 0 
For thee I left a father's ſmiles, ME 


And mother's tender care; 1 


And whether weal or woe betide, 
Thy lot I mean to e. | 


And wilt thou chen, 0 generous maid "ep 
Such matchleſs farour how, ; 
To ſhare with me a baniſh' d wi 
My peril, pain, or woe? 


5 Os Ng 


Now „ uſt, bath 3 Joys in doe 
To crown thy conſtant breaſt; + 0 _ 


75 9 
. 7 * 
no: tet! 


For, know, fond hope aſſures my heart” 
That we ſhall ſoon be bleſtt. 


ii * i ; 'l 2 4 


«4; 


Not far from hence ſtands Goqu x 7 Ile,* 

Surrounded by the ſea,; | 
There dwells a holy, friar, well-known... 

To all thy friends, and thee: 


"Tis father Bernard, fo rever'd. 
For every worthy deed ; | 
To RAB caſtle he ſhall 90, 

And for us kindly plead. 


To fetch this good and ra man” 
Our reverend ' hoſt is gone; Bot, 
And ſoon, I truſt, his pious hands 
Will join us both in one. þ 


Thus they in ſweet N ain talk 
The lingering: hours beguile: 

At length they ſee the hoary 455 | 
Come from the Wen n lui 14 


With pious joy and — — mix'd 
He greets the noble pair, 6 
And glad conſents to join their hands 
With many a fervent; prayer 
ee Then 
In the little Iſland of CoqQuet rT, near Warkworth, are ſtill ſeen the ruing 
of a Cell, which belonged to the Benedictine monks of Tinemouth - Abbey. 


16 _ THE HERMIT 
Then ftraight to Rany's diſtant walls 
He kindly wends his way; 


Mean-time in love and dalliance Fes 3 
They ſpend the livelong day. 


And now attended by their hoſt, 
The Hermitage they view'd, | 
Deep-hewn within a craggy cliff, 
And over-hung with wood. Ed 


And near a flight of ſhapely Steps, 85 
All cut with niceſt ſkill, 

And piercing thro' a ſtony Arch, 
Ran winding up the hill. 


There deck'd with many a flower and herb 
His little Garden ſtands ; ge OREN 
With fruitful trees in ſhady rows, 
All planted by his hands. 


Then, ſcoop'd within the ſolid rock, 
Three ſacred Vaults he ſhows; 

The chief a Chapel, neatly arch'd, 
On branching Columns roſe. 


Each 


OF WAREWORTH, 17 


Each proper ornament was there, 


That ſhould a chapel grace: 


The Latice for confeſſion fram d, 
And Holy- water Vaſe. | 


* 


O' er either door à facred Text 
Invites to godly: fear; 

And in a little Scutcheon hung 
The croſs, and crown, and ſpear. 


Up to the Altar's 'ample "breadth BE 


Two eaſy ſteps aſcend ; 
And near a glimmering ſolemn re 
Two well-wrought Windows lend. 


Beſide the altar roſe a Tomb | 
All in the living flones 2 


* 


F ' 
bt 


On which a young and beautecus Maid 


In goodly n 1 We 


# * 5 17 1 , - : 
4. © * #44 4 4 * 


A kneeling Aingel fairly! e carv 4 | 
Lean'd hovering o'er her breaſt; 
A weeping warrior at her feet ; 
And near to theſe her Creft.* 
p 


This is a Bull's Head, the creſt of the WrDDRINGTON famil 
&c. here deſcribed are ſtill viſible, only ſomewhat effaced with 


l 


The 


All the Figures, 
ngth of time, 
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The cliff, the vault, but chief the dend. 


Attract the wondering pair: 
Eager they aſk, What hapleſs dame 


Lies ſculptur'd here ſo fair? 


The Hermit ſigh'd, the Hermit wept, 
For ſorrow ſcarce could ſpeak : 


At length he wip'd the trickling tears 
That all bedew'd his :cheek 3 - 


Alas! my children, human. . n or ety 


Is but a vale of woe; 
And very mournful is the tale, 3 
Which ye ſo fain would Know. 


THE HERMIT's TALE. 


Young lord, thy grandfire, had a. friend 7 


In days of youthful fame; ..,, _ 1 
Yon diſtant hills were his domains; 17 


Sir BERTRAM Was 8 name. 
“ 


Where'er the TR, P ERCY. ; fought | 
His friend was at his fide; NS] 
And many a ſkirmiſh with, the Scots 


Their early valour try'd. 
Young 


OF WAREKEWORTH. 


Young Bertram lov'd a beauteous maid, 
As fair as fair might be; 

The dew-drop on the lily's cheek 
Was not ſo fair as ſhe. 


Fair W1DDRINGTON the maiden's name, 


Yon tow'rs her dwelling place ;* 
Her fire an old Northumbrian. chief 
Devoted to. thy race.. | 


Many a lord, and many a knight, 
To this fair damſel came; 


But Bertram was her. only choice; 
For him ſhe felt a flame. 


Lord Px c pleaded for his friend, 
Her father. ſoon conſents; 
None but the beauteous maid herſelf - 


His wiſhes now prevents. 


But ſhe with ftudied fond delays 

Defers the bliſsful hour ; ? 
And loves to try his conſtancy, 

And prove her maiden power. 


* W1DDRINGTON caſtle is about five miles ſouth of Warkworth, 


19 


That 


20 THE HERMIT 


That heart, ſhe ſaid, is lightly priz'd, 
Which is too lightly won | 

And long ſhall rue that eaſy maid, 
Who yields her love too ſoon. 


Lord Pzxcy made a ſolemn feaſt _ 
In Alnwick's - princely hall; 994 

And there came lords, and there came | kalba 
His chiefs and barons all. 


With waſſel, mirth, and revelry 
The caſtle rung around : 

Lord P RRC call'd for ſong and harp, 
And pipes of martial ſound. 


The minſtrels of thy noble houſe, 
All clad in robes of blue, 

With ſilver creſcents on their arms, 
Attend in order due. 


The great atchievements of thy race 
They ſung: their high command: 
£ How valiant MAITINFRERD Oer the ſeas 


4 Firſt led his northern band.“ 


cc Brave 


See Dugdale's Baronage, page 269, &c. 
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% Brave GALFRED next to Normandy 
« With venturous Rollo came; 

And from his Norman caſtles won, 
« Aſſum'd the PR R MY name.“ 


« They ſung, how in the Conqueror's fleet 
« Lord WILLIAM ſhipp'd: his powers, 
« And gain'd a fair young Saxon bride, 
«© With all her lands and towers, _- 


« Then journeying to the Holy Land, 
There bravely fought and dy'd': 

« But firſt the ſilver Creſcent wan, 
«© Some Paynim. Soldan's pride, 


elle 8 | [0I59 f. 1 They 


In Lower Normandy are three Places of the name of PAN whence the 

Family took the ſurname E PERCY, | 
MnoOoOYy „sie OO 

Wen * » (fifth in Deſceat wow GALFRED, or 
GzrrreEyY Dt PERCY; fon of Marat, ififted" in the conqueſt of 
England, and had given him the large poſſeſſions in Yorkſhire, of Emma DUE 
Po RTE, (ſo the Norman writers name her,) whoſe father, a great Saxon lord, 
had been lain fighting along with Harold. This young lady, WILLIAM, from 
2 principle of honour and generoſity, married: for having had all her lands be- 
Rowed upon bim by the Conqueror, , be (ta uſe the words of the old Whitby 
„ Chronicle) wedded hyr that. was veey- beire to; them, in diſcharging of his 
4 conſcience;” See Harl. MSS, 692, (26.) He did at Mountjoy, near ſeru- 
ſalem, in the firſt Cruſade, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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They ſung how AGNnts, beauteous heir, 
The queen's own brother wed, 


Lord JascELINE, ſprung from 3 


„ n princely Brabant bred.“ 


« How he the Pzrcy name reviv'd, 
« And how his noble line 

« Still foremoſt in their country's cauſe, 
„With godlike ardour ſhine.” 


With loud acclaims the liſtening aw; nal 5» 


Applaud the maſters” ſong, 
And deeds of arms and war became 


The theme of every tongue. 


Now high heroic a&s they tell, 
Their perils paſt recall: 
When, lo! a damſel, young and ir, 


Stepp'd forward thro! dhe Wi ie nk 8 
er 


*AGNES DE PERC', "ſole heireſs of Ae anti Jos cE1NnEt 
DE Lov Ain, youngeſt ſon of Godfrey Barbatus, duke of Brabant, and brother 
of queen Adeliza, ſecond wife of king Henry I. He took the name of Ps & c'v, 
and was anceſtor of the earls of Northumberland. His ſon, lord RIo HARD 
DE-PERCYy, was one of the twenty-ſix-barons, choſen to ſee the Magna Charts 
duly obſerved, 
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She Bertram courteouſly addreſs'd ; 
And kneeling on her knee ; 

Sir knight, the lady of thy love 
Hath ſent this gift to thee, 


Then forth ſhe drew a glittering helme, 
Well-plated many a fold, 


The caſque was wrought of tempered ſteel, 
The creſt of burniſh'd gold. 


Sir knight, thy lady ſends thee this, 
And yields to be thy bride, 
When thou haſt prov'd this maiden gift 
Where ſharpeſt blows are try'd. 


Young Bertram took the ſhining helme, 
And thrice he kiſs'd the ſame: 
Truſt me, I'll prove this precious caſque 
With deeds of nobleſt fame. 


Lord PERRY, and his barons bold, 
Then fix upon a day 

To ſcour the marches, late oppreſt, 
And Scottiſh wrongs repay. 
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The knights aſſembled on the hills 
A thouſand horſe and more: 

Brave Widdrington, tho' ſunk in years, 
The Px xc y-ſtandard bore. | | 


—— _— — 


Tweed's limpid current ſoon " pals, 
And range the borders round: | 
Down the green ſlopes of Tiviotdale 


<— 


Their bugle-horns reſound. 


As when a lion in his den 
Hath hear'd the hunters' cries, 
And ruſhes forth to meet his foes, 
So did the Doveras riſe. 
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Attendant on cheir chief's command 
A thouſand warriors wait: 
And now the fatal hour drew of 

Of cruel keen debate. | 


A choſen troop of Scottiſh youths 11.2.4 4-1 


Advance before the reſt; freq 7} 1 (1 
Lord PERCY mark'd their 3 m_ pl 
And thus his friend addreſs'd. 20 a | 


2 


— 
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Now, Bertram, prove thy Lady's helme, 
Attack yon forward band; 

Dead or alive I'll reſcue thee, 
Or periſn by their hand. 


Young Bertram bow'd, with glad aſſent, 
And ſpurr'd his eager ſteed, 

And calling on his Lady's name, 
Ruſh'd forth with whirlwind ſpeed. 


As when a grove of ſapling oaks 
The livid lightning rends ; 

So fiercely mid the, oppoſing ranks 

Sir Bertram's ſword deſcends. - 


This way and that he drives the ſteel, 
And keenly pierces thro; 

And many a tall and comely knight 
With furious force he ſlew. 


Now eloſing faſt on every ſide 
They hem Sir Bertram round; WET 
But dauntleſs he repels their rens ws, 
And deals forth many a wound. 
FM H The 
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The vigour of his ſingle arm 
Had well-nigh won the field; 
When ponderous fell a Scottiſh: ax, 
And clove his lifted ſhield. | 


Another blow his temple took, 

And reft his helme in twain; 
That beauteous helme, his Lady's gilt l 
His blood bedew'd the plain. 


Lord PRROY ſaw his champion fall 
Amid the unequal fight; | 

And now, my noble friends, he ſaid, | 
Let's fave this gallant knight. 


Then ruſhing in with ſtretch'd-out ſhield 


He o'er the warrior hung; 


As ſome fierce eagle ſpreads her wing 
To guard her callow young. Ti. 


Three times they ſtrove to ſeize their ws.” 


Three times they quick retire : 
What derce could ſtand his furious Mobs} 


Or meet his martial fire? 


Now 
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Now gathering round on every party: 
The battle rag'd amainn 


And many a lady wept 5 lord 
That hour untimely ſlain. | ö 


Percy and DouGLas, great in arms; 
There all their courage ſhow's ; 

And all the field was ſtrew'd with dead, 
And all with crimſon flow'd. 


At length the glory of the day | 2 
The Scots reluctant yield, 

And, after wonderous valour ſhown, 
They ſlowly quit the field. 


All pale extended on their ſhields, 
And weltering in his gore, 

Lord Pzrxcy's knights their bleeding friend 
To Warx's fair caſtle bore, _ 


Well haſt thou earn'd my daughter's love, 
Her father kindly fed; 
And ſhe herſelf ſhall dreſs thy wounds,. 


And tend thee in thy bed. 
A meſſage 
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A meſſage went, no daughter came; 
Fair Is ABEL neer appears: 
Beſhrew me, ſaid the aged chief, 


Young maidens have their fears. 


Cheer up, my ſon, thou ſhalt her ſee 
So ſoon as thou canſt ride; 

And ſhe ſhall nurſe thee in her bower, 
And ſhe ſhall be thy bride. 


Sir Bertram at her name reviv'd, 
He bleſs'd the ſoothing ſound ; 
Fond hope ſupplied the Nurſe's care, 
And heal'd his ghaſtly wound. 


„ WAX caſtle, a fortreſs belonging to the Engliſh, and of great note in 
ancient times, ſtood on the ſouthern bank of the river TwWEED, a little to the eaſt 
of T1ivi0TDALE, and not far from Kelſo. It is now entirely deſtroyed, 
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NE early morn, while dewy drops 
Hung trembling on the tree, 

Sir Bertram from his ſick-bed roſe; 
His bride he Now 90 ſee. 


A brother he had in prime of youth, 
Of courage firm and keen, | 
And he would tend him on the way | 
Becauſe his wounds were green. _- 


All day o'er. moſs EP moor they rode, 
By many a lonely tower; | 
And 'twas the dew-fall of the night 


Ere they drew near her bower. | 
I Moſt 


30 THE HERMIT 


Moſt drear and dark the caſtle ſeem' d, 
That wont to ſhine ſo bright; 
And long and loud Sir Bertram call'd 


Ere he beheld a light. 


At length her aged Nurſe arofe, 
With voice ſo ſhrill and clear: 
What wight is this, that calls ſo loud, 
And knocks ſo boldly here? | 


Tis Bertram calls, thy Lady's love, 
Come from his bed of care : 

All day Tve ridden o'er moor and moſs 
To fee thy Lady fair. 


Now out, alas! (ſhe loudly ſhriek d) 

Alas! how may this be? 

For fix long days are gone and paſt | 
Since ſhe ſet out to thee. 


Sad terror ſeiz d Sir Bertram's heart, 
And ready was he to fall; 

When now the draw-bridge was let -down, 
And gates were open'd all. 
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Six days, young knight, are paſt and gone, 


Since ſhe ſet out to thee; 
And ſure if no ſad harm had hap'd 
Long ſince thou wouldſt her fee, 


For when ſhe heard thy grievous chance 
She tore her hair, and cried, 

Alas ! I've lain the comlieſt knight, 
All thro' my folly and pride ! 


And now to atone for my ſad fault, 

And his dear health regain, 

I'l go myſelf, and nurſe my love, 
And ſoothe his bed of pain; 


Then mounted ſhe her milk-white ſteed 
One morn at break of day; 

And two tall yeomen went with her 
To guard her on the way, 


Sad terror ſmote Sir Bertram's heart, 
And grief o'erwhelm'd his mind: 
Truſt me, faid he, I ne'er will reſt. 

Till I thy Lady find. 


2 _ _ THE HERMIT . 


That night he ſpent in ſorrow and care; 
And with fad boding heart, | 
Or ever the dawning of the day 
His brother and he depart, 


Now, brother, we'll our ways divide, 
O'er Ecottiſh hills to range: 

Do thou go north, and I'll go weſt ; 
And all our dreſs we'll, change. 


Some Scottiſh carle hath ſeiz'd my love, 
And borne her to his den; 

And ne'er will I tread Engliſh ground 
Till ſhe is reſtor'd agen. * 


The brothers ſtrait their paths divide, 
O'er Scottiſh hills to range 

And hide themſelves in queint diſguiſe, 
And oft their dreſs they change. 


Sir Bertram clad, in gown of gray, 
Moſt like a Palmer poor, 

To halls and caſtles wanders round, 
And begs from door to door. 


Sometimes 
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Sometimes a Minſtrel's garb he wears, 
With pipes ſo ſweet and fhrill ; 
And wends to every tower and town, 

O'er every dale. and hill, 


One day as he fate under a thorn, 
All ſunk in deep deſpair, 
An aged Pilgrim paſs'd him by, 


Who mark'd his face of care, 
D 


All Minſtrels yet that ever I ſaw, 
Are full of game and glee: 
But thou art ſad and woe-begone ! 

I marvel whence it be! 


Father, I ſerve an aged Lord, 
Whole grief afflicts my mind; 
His only child is ſtol'n away, 
And fain I would her find. 


Cheer up, my ſon; perchance, (he ſaid) 
Some tidings I may bear: 
For oft when human hopes have fail'd, 


Then heavenly comfort's near, 
K Behind 
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Behind yon hills, ſo ſteep and high, 
Down in a lowly glen, 


There ſtands a caſtle fair and ſtrong, 


Far from th' abode of men, 


As late I chanc'd to crave an alms 
About this evening hour, 

Me-thought I heard a Lady's voice 
Lamenting in the tower. 


And when 1 aſk'd, what harm had happ'd, 


What Lady fick there lay ? 
They rudely drove me from the gate, 
And bade me wend away. 


Theſe tidings caught. Sir Bertram's ear, 
He thank'd him for his tale; 
And ſoon he haſted o'er the hills, 
And ſoon he reach'd the vale. 


Then drawing near thoſe lonely towers, 
Which ſtood in dale ſo low, 

And fitting down beſide the gate, 
His pipes he gan to blow. 
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Sir Porter, is thy lord at home 
To hear a Minſtrel's ſong ? 
Or may I crave a lodging here, 
Without offence or wrong? 


My Lord, he faid, is not at home, 
To hear a Minſtrel's ſong : 

And ſhould I lend thee lodging here, 
My life would not be long. 


He play'd- again fo ſoft a ſtrain, 
Such power ſweet ſounds impart, 
He won the churliſh Porter's ear, 
| And mov'd his ſtubborn heart. 


Minſtrel, he ſaid, thou play'ſt ſo ſweet; 

Fair entrance thou ſhould'ſt win; 
But, alas || I'm ſworn upon the rood 
To let no ſtranger in. 


Yet, Minſtrel, in yon riſing cliff 
Thou'lt find a ſheltering cave; 
And here thou ſhalt my ſupper ſhare, 

And there thy lodging have. 
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All day he fits beſide the gate, 
And pipes both loud and clear : 
All night he watches round the walls, 
In hopes his love to hear. 


The firſt night, as he filent watch'd, 
All at the midnight hour, 

He plainly heard his Lady's voice 
Lamenting in the tower. 


The ſecond night the moon ſhone clear, 
And gilt the ſpangled dev; 

He ſaw his Lady thro' the grate, 
But 'twas a tranſient view. 


The third night wearied out he flept 
Till near the morning tide ; 

When, ftarting up, he ſeiz'd his ſword, 
And to the caſtle hy'd. 


When, lo! he ſaw a ladder of ropes 
Depending from the wall; 
And o'er the mote was newly laid 


A poplar ſtrong and tall. 


And 
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And ſoon he ſaw his love deſcend, 
Wrapt in a Tartan plaid; 
Aſſiſted by a ſturdy youth 
In highland garb y-clad. 


Amaz'd, confounded at the fight, 
He lay unſeen and till ; 

And ſoon he ſaw them croſs the ſtream, 
And mount the neighbouring hill, 


Unheard, unknown of all within, 
The youthful couple fly. 

But what can 'fcape the lover's ke n?- 
Or ſhun his piercing eye? | 


With filent ſtep he follows cloſe 
Behind the flying pair, 


And ſaw her hang upon his arm 
With fond familiar air. 


Thanks, gentle youth, ſhe often ſaid; 
My thanks thou well haſt won: 
For me what wiles haſt thou contriv d? 
For me what dangers run? 5 
L And | 


— — l 
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And ever ſhall my grateful heart 
Thy ſervices repay ::— 

Sir Bertram would no further hear,. 
But cried, Vile traitor, ſtay ! 


Vile traitor, yield that Lady up! 0 
And quick his ſword he drew: 
The ſtranger turn'd in ſudden rage, 

And at Sir Bertram flew. 


With mortal hate their- vigorous arms: 
Gave many a vengeful blow : 


But Bertram's ſtronger hand prevail' dz. | 


And laid the ſtranger low. 


Die, traitor, die! — A deadly thruſt 
Attends each furious ward; | 
Ah! then fair Ifabel knew his voice, 
And ruſh'd beneath his ſword. 


O ſtop, ſhe . cried, O ſtop thy arm l 
Thou doſt thy brother fay!— 


And here the Hermit paus' d, and wept 9 


His tongue no more could * 
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At length he cried, -- Ye lovely pair, 
How ſhall I tell the reſt ? — ' 

Ere I could ſtop my piercing ſword). 
It fell, and ſtabb'd her breaſt. 


Wert thou thyſelf: that hapleſfi youth? 
Ah! cruel fate! they faid. 

The Hermit wept, and ſo did they: 
They ſigh'd; he hung his head. 


O blind and jealous rage, he cried, 
What evils from thee flow! 


The Hermit paus d; they ſilent mourn d:: 


He wept, and they were woe. 


Ah!] when I hear'd my brother's name, 
And faw my Lady bleed, 

I. rav'd, I wept, I curſt my arm, 
That wrought the. fatal deed. 


And clos'd the ghaſtly wound; 


In vain I preſs'd his bleeding corpſe, ” 


And rais'd it from the ground. 


40 THE HERMIT 


My brother, alas! ſpake never more; 
His precious life was flown. - 

She kindly ſtrove to ſoothe my pain, 
Regardleſs of her own. 


Bertram, ſhe ſaid, be comforted, 
And live to think on me: 

May we in heaven that union prove, 
Which here was not to be! 


Bertram, ſhe ſaid, I ſtill was true; 
Thou only hadſt my heart : 

May we hereafter meet in bliſs | 
We now, alas! muſt part. 


For thee I left my father's hall, 
And flew to thy relief; | 
When, lo! near Chiviot's fatal hills 

I met a Scottiſh chief. 


Lord Malcolm's ſoa, whoſe proffer'd love 

I had refus'd with ſcorn ; 
He flew my guards, and ſeiz'd on me, 
Upon that fatal morn : 
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And in theſe dreary hated walls 
He kept me cloſe confin d; 

And fondly ſued, and warmly: preſs d 
To win me to his mind.. | 


Each riſing morn inereas d my pain, 
Each night increas d my fear; 

When wandering in this northern garb, 
Thy brother found me here. 


He quickly formed this brave dag 
To ſet me, captive, free; 

And on the moor his horſes wait, 
Ty'd to a neighbouring tree. 


Then haſte, my love, eſcape away, | 
And for thyſelf provide 1; © - 

And ſometimes fondly think on her, 
Who ſhould have been thy bride. 


Thus pouring comfort on my ſoul, 
Even with her lateſt | breath, 
She gave one parting fond embrace, 
And clos'd her eyes in death. | 
M In 
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In wild amaze, in ſpeechleſs woe: 
Devoid of ſenſe: I laye 349 vid 
Then ſudden all in frantio mood want ba 
I meant myſelf to lays 07 27 nie of! 


And riſing up in furious haſte 07 20. 1 4 | 
I ſeiz'd the bloody brand: git 438 
A ſturdy arm here interpos d. 

And wrench'd it from my hand. 


A crowd, that from the caſtle came, 
Had miſs'd their lovely wardz» + 
And ſeizing me to priſon bare 

And deep in dungeon barr | : 


It chanc'd that on. that very morn : 
Their chief was priſoner - ta en: 17 U. 
Lord Pzxcy: had us ſoon exchang d. 
And ſtrove to ſoothe my pain. 


And ſoon thoſe honour'd dear remains 
To England were convey dj; 
And there within their ſilent W e 


With holy rites were laid. 


For 
i. e. Sword. 
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For me, I loath'd my-wretched life,” 
And long to end it thought; 

"Till time, and books, and holy men, 
Had better counſels taught. 


They rais'd my heart to that pure ſource, 
Whence heavenly comfort flows : 
They taught me to deſpiſe the world, 

And calmly bear its woes. 


No more the ſlave of human pride, 
Vain hope, and ſordid care; 

T meekly vow'd to ſpend my life 
In penitence and prayer. 


The bold Sir BERTRAM now no more, 
Impetuous, haughty, wild; 

But poor and humble BEN EDI, 
Now lowly, patient, mild : 


My lands I gave to feed the' poor, 
And facred altars raiſe; 

And here a lonely Anchorete 

I came to end my days. 


oof 


This 
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This ſweet ſequeſter'd vale I choſe, 
Theſe rocks, and hanging grove ; 
For oft beſide that murmuring ſtream 

My love was wont to rove. 


My noble Friend approv'd my choice ; 
This bleſt retreat he gave; | 
And here I carv'd her beauteous form, 

And ſcoop'd this holy cave. 


Full fifty winters, all forlorn, 
My life I've linger'd here; 

And daily o'er this ſculptur'd faint, 
I drop the penſive tear. 


And thou, dear brother of my heart, 
80 faithful and ſo true, | 
The ſad remembrance of thy fate 
Still makes my boſom rue! 


Yet not unpitied paſs'd my life, 
Forſaken, or forgot, 
The Pracy and his noble Sons 


Would grace my lowly cot. 


Oft 
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Oft the great Earl from toils of ſtatqm 
And cumb'rous pomp of power, 

Would gladly, ſeek my little cell, © © ++ 
To ſpend the tranquil hour. 5 


* 


But length of life is length of woe, 
I liv'd to mourn his fall? et 
1 liv'd to mourn his godlike Sons, 
And friends and followers all. 


But thou the honours. of thy t acc, 
Lov'd youth, ſhalt now reſtore; | 

And raiſe again the Pracy name 
More glorious than before. | 


He ceas'd, and on the lovely pair 

His choiceſt bleſſings laid: _ 
While they with thanks and pitying tears 
His mournful tale repaid. 


- + + 


And now what preſent courſe to take, 


And guided by bis fage advice, cee 
To Scotland they retire. © 198 
—— N ö | Mean- 
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Mean-time their ſuit ſuch favour found 
At Rasy's ſtately hall, 
Earl Neville, and his princely Spouſe, 
Now gladly pard6n- all. O1 


She ſuppliant at her Nephew's *- throne, = 
The royal grace implor d: | 5 5 
To all the honeurs of his race 

The PRRCY was reſtor' d. 


The youthful Earl ſtill more and more 

Admir'd his beauteous- dame: | 

N1N.z noble Sons to him ſhe bore, 
All worthy of their name. | 


„King Henry V. Anno 1414. 


Tue END of THE BALLAD. 
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1 The account given in the foregoing ballad of young 
PzRcy, the ſon of Horsron, is confirmed by the following Extra& 
from an old Chronicle formerly belonging to Whitby Abbey. 


« HENRY. 


. 17 % 


7 
* 
* 
* 
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„ HxN NV  PxRcy, the ſon of Sir HENRY Percy, that was 
« ſlayne at Shreweſbury, and of ELIZABETR, the daughter of 
4% the Erle of. Marche, after the death of his Father and Graunt- 
0 ſyre, was exiled. into Scotland * iu the time. of king Henry 
« the Fourth: but in the time of king Henry the Fifth, by the 


labour of Jouanne the countes of Weſtmerland, (whoſe- 


„ Daughter ALLANOR he HAD WEDDED IN COMING INTO 
„% ENGLAND,) he recovered the King's grace, and the countye 
wet” + Necthumberiand, .to was the SECOND Enix of Northum- 
« berland. | 


And of this Alianor his wife, he begate IX Sonnes, and 
« III Daughters, whoſe names be JonANNR, that is buried at 
% Whytbye : Tuomas, lord Egremont : KaTHazyne GRAVL of 
„ Rythyn: Sir RArFR Percy : WILLIAM Percy, a Byſhopp :: 
© RICHARD PERCY : Jonn, that dyed wirnour Issvs : [another 


„ Jonx, called by Vincent + Johannes Percy ſenior de Wark» 
worth: ] GORE Percy, Clerk: Henzy that dyed wiTHouT 


« IVE: ANNE —— [beſides the eldeſt fon and ſucgeſſor 
here omitted, becauſe he comes in below, viz.] 


HENRY Percy, the THIRD Erle of N ORTHUMBERLAND.”; 


Vid. Harl. MSS, No. 692. (26.) in the Britiſh Muſeum. 


i. e. remained an Exile in Scotland during the Reign of king Henry IV., 


In Scotia exulavit tempore Henrici Regis quarti. © Lat, MS. penes Duc. North. 


+ See his Great Baronag, No, 20, in the Heralds office. 


ROST 


»< 
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will perhaps ratify the curious Reader to be informed, that 

From a word or two formerly legible-over one of the Chapel 

Doors, it is believed that the Text there inſcribed was that Latin 
verſe of the Pfalmiſt,” which is is in our Tranſlation, 


My 'TrARS HAVE BEEN MY MEAT. DAY AND NIGHT. 


2 


It is alſo certain, that the memory of the firſt Hermit was 
held in ſuch regard and veneration by the PER CY Family, 
that they afterwards maintained a Chantry Prieſt, to reſide in the 
Hermitage, and celebrate Maſs in the Chapel : whoſe allowance, 
uncommonly liberal and munificent, was continued down to the 
Diſſolution of the Monaſteries; and then the whole Salary, toge=- 
ther with the Hermitage and All its dependencies, reverted, back 
to the F amily, having never been endowed in mortmain. On this 
account we have no Record, which fixes the date of the Founda,, 
tion, or gives any particular account of the firſt Hermit; but thæ 
following Inſtrument will ſhew the liberal Exhibition offered ta 
his Succeſſors. It is the Patent granted to the laſt Hermit in 1532. 
and is copied from an ancient Ms. book of Grants, &c. of the VIth 
Earl of Northumberland, in Henry VIIIch's time. + 


SIR GEORGE LANCASTRE PATENT OF XX MERKS 
BY YERE. 


cc tr Erle of Northumberland, &. Knowe youe that I 
«* the ſaid Erle, in conſideration of the diligent and thankful 
«« ſervice, that my wellbeloved Chaplen Sir Go LaxCAsTRE. 
« hath don unto me the ſaid Erle, and alſo for the goode and 
« yertus diſpotion that I do perteive in him: And for that he 
* ſhall have in his daily recommendation and praiers the good 
«<« eſtate of all ſuche noble Moc and other Perſonages, as be now 


* levynge; ; 


Pfl. xi, * + Claſſd, F. I. No. 1. penes Duc. Northumb, 
| $ 


